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Like sliding streams, impossible to hold.

Like them fallacious, like their fountains cold;

More warping than the willow, to decline            $5

My warm embrace; more brittle than the vine ;

Immovable, and fixed in thy disdain ;

Rough, as these rocks, and of a harder grain ;

More violent than is the rising flood;

And the praised peacock is not half so proud ;     90

Fierce as the fire, and sharp as thistles are,

And more outrageous than a mother bear;

Deaf as the billows to the vows I make,

And more revengeful than a trodden snake ;

In swiftness fleeter than the flying hind,               r"

Or driven tempests, or the driving wind.

All other faults with patience I can bear;

But swiftness is the vice I only fear.             "     ~*

" Yet, if you knew me well, you would not shun
My love, but to my wished embraces run ;          n

Would languish in your turn, and court my stay,
And much repent of your unwise delay.

*< My palace, in the living rock, is made
By nature's hand ; a spacious pleasing shade.
Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold invade. 10
My garden filled with fruits you may behold,,
And grapes in clusters, imitating gold;
Some blushing bunches of a purple hue;               *"

And these, and those, are all reserved for you.
Red strawberries in shades expecting stand,        i *
Proud to be gathered by so white a hand.
Autumnal cornels latter fruit provide,
And plums, to tempt you, turn their glossy side;
Not those of common kinds, but such alone,
As in Fhaeacian orchards might have grown.        r
Nor chestnuts shall be wanting to your food*
Nor garden-fruits, nor wildings of the wood.
The laden boughs for you alone shall bear,
And yours shall be the product of the year.